AMELIA: Ay!
[MAGDALENA enters.]
MAGDALENA: What are you doing?
MARTIRIO: Just here.
AMELIA: And you?
MAGDALENA: I've been going through all the rooms. Just to walk
a little, and look at Grandmother's needlepoint pictures - the little
woollen dog, and the black man wrestling with the lion - which
we liked so much when we were children. Those were happier
times. A wedding lasted ten days and evil tongues weren't in style.
Today people are more refined. Brides wear white veils, just as in
the cities, and we drink botded wine, but we rot inside because of
what people might say.
MARTIRIO: Lord knows what went on then!
AMELIA [to MAGDALENA]: One of your shoelaces has come untied*
MAGDALENA: What of it?
AMELIA: You'll step on it and fall.
MAGDALENA: One less!
MARTIRIO: And Adek?
MAGDALENA: Ah! She put on the green dress she made to wear for
her birthday, went out to the yard, and began shouting: 'Chickens!
Chickens, look at me!* I had to laugh.
AMELIA: If Mother had only seen her!
MAGDALENA: Poor little thing! She's the youngest one of us and
still has her illusions. I'd give something to see her happy.
[Pause. ANGUSTIAS crosses the stage, carrying some towels.]
ANGUSTIAS: What time is it?
MAGDALENA: It must be twelve.
ANGUSTIAS: So late?
AMELIA: It's about to strike.
[ANGUSTIAS goes out.]
MAGDALENA [meaningfully]: Do you know what?
[Pointing after ANGUS TIAS]
AMELIA: No.
MAGDALENA: Come on!
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